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Margaret Oliphant's 1897 Annals of a Publishing House: William Blackwood and his Sons (Knowles and Moore 39).2 Clearly the magazine had a very definite identity.
The word magazine derives from an Arabic word meaning a storehouse, a place where goods are laid up. It implies something orderly and coherent. Having been brought together in one place by an organizing intelligence, the various objects take on a unity in diversity. A written magazine achieves the same effect by showing a degree of consistency from article to article and from month to month or week to week. The texts come from a variety of people, but there is editorial continuitycontinuity of taste and political attitude-and once they are physically bound together, the unity of the publication takes precedence over its diversity. At the simplest material level, there is consistency of typeface among the various articles and stories, and this consistency prevails not only in individual numbers but also across time. Most periodicals are careful to establish and maintain a physical character and are reluctant to make major changes. The font a magazine uses for its title becomes as familiar to its readers as a human face; to change it is tantamount to announcing a change of character.
Over time, then, a magazine develops a character. The readers know what sort of ideas will be entertained and what sort will be dismissed. They know what the magazine will laugh at and what it will consider out of bounds for humor. The magazine becomes as predictable, or unpredictable within limits, as a group of friends. We have all seen letters to the editor announcing a decision to cancel a subscription; such letters usually express a very personal sense of betrayal and consequent anger or sorrow, a feeling that the magazine has strayed too far from the reader's key beliefs.
In the February 1899 Blackwood's, the Looker-on (the regular editorialist and commentator) remarks on the publication's unusual continuity of character:
Minds change under the same influences; and it might almost be that the same mind, so influenced, has carried on the Magazine from the first number to the thousandth. So it is, too, that "Maga" has a personality more individual, more constant and pronounced, than is seen in any other creature of its kind; and what I mean by personality in a periodical publication (strong clear character is one interpretation of the word) is a great thing.
The Looker-on is making a strong claim: that the magazine has maintained a largely consistent identity over a period of 82 years. Such constancy must have attracted a readership that knew what it was getting. The well-established character of Blackwood's would have had a powerful hermeneutic force; thus, if readers experienced any minor cognitive dissonance between what they expected of Blackwood's and what they found in Conrad's narrative, Blackwood's would probably have prevailed.
While the well-established reputation of Blackwood's would have played its role in creating the reader's horizon of interpretation, the motifs and themes from other material in the same issue were as significant in this regard as the overall character of the magazine. The identity of a particular text, in this case the individual number of the magazine rather than the discrete stories and articles, is generated by a number of cohesive processes, including the recurrence of particular terms or motifs.We are troubled if we find that a symbol seems to carry different meanings at different points within a text, and we unconsciously work hard to perceive cohesion. "All interpretation is highlighting," Gadamer tells us (362). And the recurrence of particular themes across sections of the magazine would have the effect of highlighting them. The original reader would have tended to take the whole magazine as a largely cohesive unity, as a hermeneutic totality. This tendency was encouraged by the fact that most of the articles and some of the stories were anonymous, as if emanating from a single source, one for which William Blackwood himself took responsibility. From a Bakhtinian viewpoint, reading "The Heart of Darkness" as part of a much larger text might seem to multiply the voices, to make the reading experience more dialogic and less hermeneutically certain. But such is not the case. The additional voices are largely of one mind on the subject of imperialism, so any small voice of opposition that makes itself heard in Heart of Darkness is drowned out by these louder and more certain tones, those of the magazine's venerable personality. Some things-for example, the best kind of fiction-might be common to both, but there would always be this difference, that Blackwood would by choice appeal to a limited class of highly cultivated readers, proposing to meet special demands of that class, while Harper would be addressed to all readers of average intelligence, having for its purpose their entertainment and illumination, meeting in a general way the varied claims of their human intellect and sensibility. (qtd. in Tye 44) From his perspective 70 years later, James Tye finds that Harper's contributors are now regarded as a more distinguished and better-known group than those who wrote for Blackwood's. "With the exception of Conrad," he finds, "original writing in verse and prose was completely undistinguished" (23). Indeed, the three numbers in which "The Heart of Darkness" appeared do not aim at a particularly high level of cultivation: the fiction is for the most part easily digestible, and much of the other material suggests people whose principal interests lie in hunting, shooting, and the empire. Harper puts his finger on the matter when he talks of "a limited class." Blackwood's had a circulation of only 6,000 to 7,000.3 But the readership was wealthy, and it was cultivated in the sense that products of the British public school were a breed apart.They certainly thought of themselves as such, and were rich enough and powerful enough to make their views count; and Blackwood's represented their politics.
This was the publication that took "Karain" and then "Youth," the first Marlow narrative; and William Blackwood was pleased enough with Conrad's work to use "The Heart of Darkness" as the lead fiction in the magazine's thousandth number.The story ran through three issues (February, March, and April); and in October of the same year, Blackwood began the serialization of Lord im. But when we consider the later critical orthodoxy on Heart of Darkness, a puzzle presents itself.What was a text that tells the story of imperialism gone horribly wrong doing in a magazine that prided itself on its support for imperialism, and many of whose readers were actually involved in the colonial project?
From the 1960s until the 1980s, most scholars who considered Conrad's politics read Heart of Darkness as ultimately anti-imperialist. Eloise Knapp Hay, in 1963 There are few novels, however, which so insistently invoke a moral idealism they do not seem to contain and in which the modernist will-to-style is subjected to such powerful self-scrutiny-in which the voice at the heart of the novel, the voice of modern literature, the voice of imperialist civilization itself may in its purest, freest form yield only "The horror! The horror!" (274) After having come dangerously close to suggesting that "our" conquest of the earth is ugly, he again distinguishes British practice from Roman: "What redeems it is the idea only. An idea at the back of it; not a sentimental pretence but an idea; and an unselfish belief in the idea-something you can set up and bow down before, and offer a sacrifice to" (196).
Marlow's reasoning will not bear very close analysis. He makes two distinctions: one between the reality of the idea of efficiency and the unreality of "sentimental pretence"-which will become associated with his aunt's notion about "weaning these ignorant millions from their horrid ways" (202) or the overblown rhetoric of Kurtz's report "Suppression of Savage Customs"-and the other between British and Roman imperialisms.Yet Marlow acknowledges the Romans to have been "a wonderful lot of handy men" (195), the very epitome of military efficiency. So there must be something superior about British as opposed to Roman efficiency. That something is the idea "at back of it." He implies that the idea behind efficiency, being essentially linked to the physical world, is more real than the ideals behind the other type of imperialism-the Continental variety. But if linkage to the physical world adds reality to an idea, how can he claim that the idea, which is not material, is what redeems British efficiency? Moreover, efficiency, the manner of doing something, provides no guidance as to what to do efficiently. Exterminate all the brutes or civilize them? Marlow's argument would not appear to offer any guidance as to the better course: whatever the decision, do it efficiently.
We could hardly expect a casual reader to pick apart Marlow's introductory remarks in this way, but even a careful Blackwood's reader would be unlikely to do so because the passage mirrors the unexamined premises behind British imperialism. Indeed, the idea of looking too closely into things is represented here as dangerous and un-British. In the "Noctes" North tells his listeners that the weakness of John Davidson's poetry stems from "introspection and the possession by vague and ill-understood ideas ... he needs must expound theories and philosophies, and so he comes to grief" (189).Were he more like James Hogg, whose mind one assumes was never clouded by an idea, Davidson would be more successful, implies North. Learning and ideas, Blackwood's consistently maintains, are dangerous. There are a few people-North, for example-who are morally equipped to deal with ideas, who will not allow themselves to be carried away by them, but most people abuse them. Mr. Kurtz is one of the majority: "He had the faith. He could believe anything-anything. He would have been a splendid leader of an extreme party" (652). By the end of the narrative, we have heard of Africans bowing down to Kurtz himself and offering sacrifices-which just goes to show the dangers of sentimental pretence. Cool efficiency is the god before whom Marlow would have us bow down. The Outer Station, by contrast, is subject to "a flabby, pretending, weak-eyed devil of a rapacious and pitiless folly" (206), and the same flabby devil is "running the show" at the Central Station (210).
Marlow is emphatically not talking about a British colony. "You understand it was a Continental concern, that Trading Society; but I have a lot of relations living on the Continent, because it's cheap and not so nasty as it looks, they say" (198). A good deal of mud is quietly flying around in this sentence. The cheapness suggests an economy less developed than the British, and the idiom demands that "nasty" go with "cheap." Marlow appears to forestall the full insult with the droll save-"not so nasty as it looks"-but the idiomatic pairing of "cheap" and "nasty" is forced on us whether we think of it or not. Just in case we take him seriously and start to imagine the Continent as less nasty than we thought, he adds the disclaimer "they say," and we can hardly believe "them" since they live there. Even the Trading Society is retrospectively tarred with the same brush, since it is "a Continental concern." And this is key to the story's acceptability in Maga: the magazine as a whole encourages its readers, many of whom lived and worked in the empire, to read "The Heart of Darkness" as a critique of foreign-that is, Continental-imperialism and an analysis of why it is inferior to the Kurtz, who so notoriously lacks restraint in much the same way, began his career in the Congo with a similar faith in the pen. The author of the article concludes that Rimbaud did not find his true career until he abandoned poetry for a life in Africa, at which point he reveals himself to be every bit as practical as Marlow: "His demand for books is incessant; but it is practical science, not literature, which engrosses him. He is curious concerning tanneries and artesian wells; he orders treatises upon masonry, mineralogy, and naval architecture" (408). In this quest for efficiency, Rimbaud is not, apparently, typical of his nation. The writer considers him "more richly gifted in the art of colonisation than any of his contemporaries" (408). He is not, like Conrad's French and Belgians, simply intent on "the merry dance of death and trade" (204); Rimbaud "was determined to take civilisation wherever he found profit" (408)-hence his demand for practical books. Unlike Kurtz, he sees civilization in practical terms rather than through high-flown rhetoric. The article implies that responsible imperialism does not loot the colony but develops its infrastructure. "Had France many sons as heroic as Rimbaud," we are told, "she would not be compelled to deplore her policy wherever she unfurls her flag" (408). And this judgment is not the mere prejudice of an Englishman. Rimbaud himself is quoted on French imperial practice: "I believe," said he, "that no country has so stupid a colonial policy as France. If England makes mistakes and incurs expenses, at least she has serious interests and an important outlook. But no power ever knew so well as France how to squander its strength and money for pure loss, and in impossible regions." After a severe fight he succeeded in routing them, and the country was terrorised into submission....The Baribas were thoroughly cowed; they hated, but they were afraid. It was very diffierent from the method in which we make war against the savages, sending large expeditions and paying fair or even at times excessive prices for such goods as the natives choose to supply. (611) While the French, we are assured,"devastated the country" (614), the English did"as English officers always do, their best to make themselves happy and live at peace with their neighbours" (616).9When informed of the convention signed at Paris onJuly 14, 1898, which requires them to abandon some of the territory they have taken, the French, the svriter tells us, are "very bitter: they said that France had once more been humiliated by England, and all the other things that French officers are accustomed to say in such circumstances" (617).We are to understand that France has been so often humiliated by England that its officers have evolved an entire set of bitter and predictable-remarks.They are not even allowed originality in their spleen. Between Conrad, this article, the Rimbaud article, and the Looker-on, the French emerge as farcical incompetents and contemptible bullies. At the very end of the first installment of "The Heart of Darkness" the Eldorado Exploring Expedition arrives: "There was not an atom of foresight or of serious intention in the whole batch of them, and they did not seem aware these things are wanted for the work of the world" (220). In Jamaica or, at all events, in the more select parts, the real work of the world, we are to believe, goes on under British rule. Although Blackwood's readers would be able to congratulate themselves that Conrad's Africa is not British Africa, there are ominous notes sounded in the magazine, admonitions that might allow "The Heart of Darkness" to be read as a warning to "us."The February number contains a piece called "From the New Gibbon," a pastiche of Edward Gibbon's description of Rome at the time of the Antonines-at the height of its power but already showing symptoms of decline. The article is unsigned, so we may take it to represent the views of the editor.10 The writer perceives a serious decline from the earlier imperialism of Palmerston and Disraeli to the decadence of Joseph Chamberlain: "He became the high-priest of what was fondly saluted as the new Imperialism, on the lips of whose votaries British Empire was synonymous with British commerce" (243). The feckless pilgrims of Conrad's narrative are a warning of where that type of colonialism could lead. And in Britain, this writer observes, the spread of urban industrialism has led to a physical and moral debilitation such that the British are not effective traders anymore. They have become essentially spectators, using mercenaries of the empire to fight their wars and paid athletes to play their sports for them. Like Marlow, the writer cites the time of "Drake and Hawkins" as a "manlier age" (243); Conrad's narrator called the men of that time "messengers of the might within the land, bearers of a spark from the sacred fire" (194). The falling away, the New Gibbon relates, has also affected the culture of letters, and in spite of a huge growth in literacy and a corresponding increase in the volume of published writing, the age has produced not one writer of "original genius" or one "who excelled in the arts of elegant composition" (248).Vulgarity, mediocrity, and cheapness sweep all before them. It is hard to know just how seriously to take all this High Tory snobbism-the piece is, after all, pastiche. The idea that the spread of education had led to the vulgarization of taste was voiced in the February "Noctes Ambrosianae" (184) and is repeated in an article called "The Sins of Education" in the March number (503-13). The importance of active participation in sports, as opposed to spectatorship, is emphasized in "Physical Education in Schools" (573-80), so we can take much of it seriously. A marked tendency to find a sad falling off in the present is the mark of a conservative.
But the Tory-Christopher North, for example-also considered himself a mature realist, in contrast to hysterical radicals, who will only learn moderation "by the lessons of experience" (172 The writer spends a scant column on the Mardan incident, whereas he devotes more than six to the false accusation of embezzlement. This is necessary because fiddling the regimental books is clearly the action of a bounder and a cad, and shows an unheroic, Chamberlain-like concern for money. It is a small-minded crime that benefits no one other than the perpetrator. Imprisoning an Indian border chief, on the other hand, could be represented as for the good of the empire. The reader who remembers the first part of "The Heart of Darkness" will know what to make of Hodson. Like Marlow, he could say, "I've had to strike and to fend off. I've had to resist and to attack sometimes-that's only one way of resisting-without counting the exact cost, according to the demands of such sort of life as I had blundered into" (205). Perhaps Hodson went too far, the reader might concede. But finally he was faithful to "the idea," the idea of empire, to quote Marlow again: "an unselfish belief in the idea--something you can set up, and bow down before, and offer a sacrifice to... ." In Hodson's case, the reader murmurs, the sacrifice was his own life.Another reader, on the other hand, could argue that Hodson was little better than a murderer and was probably "not straight about money" (530). But such a reader would not be reading the rest of Blackwood's with much pleasure.
The April Looker-on claims that "Though not actually at war, we are in a state of war-a state of war that may not be unfairly illustrated by the case of a nation called upon to keep a costly army in the field, very far from home, to hold in check a force mustering for invasion" (762). The Looker-on acknowledges that "the war-charge of today is almost entirely devoted to the defence and acquisition of trade-the means of living. It is to seize markets, fill workshops and factories, that all the world's at strife" (763). Markets and imperial strife preoccupy a significant propor-tion of the articles and reviews that accompany "The Heart of Darkness," and taken together, they clearly align the text as a whole with a militant proimperial and anti-French attitude, for in early 1899, France was the enemy. Conrad represents the Belgian colonization of the Congo as not so much a moral outrage as a clear case of Continental inefficiency. Furthermore, the various accounts of French incompetence and reminders of their ultimate failure in the Napoleonic wars tell the reader how very beatable France would be.
Marlow's audience on the Nellie, the Director of Companies, the Lawyer, the Accountant, and the Narrator, are, with the exception of the last, notably silent-a sigh, a grunt, and a demand that Marlow be civil is the extent of their contribution. But theirs is the voice of Blackwood's, and it is heard clearly everywhere else in the magazine. Blackwood's projected itself as weighty, considered, and above all realistic. The empire was a complex matter, and a keen eye was essential to keep it working well, so there was a place for criticism. "The Heart of Darkness" acknowledges the complexities of the imperial project, of human imperfections, and of the consequent dangers of being beyond the reins of civilized life. In doing so, it is fully a part of the moral and political discourse of Blackwood's, whose basic rule is that good imperialists are British and bad imperialists are not. Conrad is faithful to this discourse in that while he shows negative examples of imperialism, his exemplars are never British. A few months later, the story of Jim began in Blackwood's, and we are presented with a young Englishman who betrays the code, but like Hodson, he redeems himself in a final act of self-sacrifice. 3. Other magazines where Conrad published had rather wider circulation. James Tye reports that at this period the Cornhill sold about 8,000 copies, the Pall Mall some 35,000 to 40,000, and the Strand's circulation in 1899 was more than 300,000 in England alone (72-73). Blackwood's may not have sold many copies, but Tye's research shows that of the leading periodicals of 1895, none were as widely subscribed to by the leading gentlemen's clubs as Maga. So it seems reasonable to conclude that the rich and influential read it and that like a library copy, one subscription would account for far more than one reader. 7. He had finally retired in 1894 and died four years later, but he was still very much a presence and is discussed in the pages of Blackwood's on three separate occasions between February and April. Gladstone was noted for his moral enthusiasms, but the Looker-on quotes Mr. Lecky's recent biography with approval: "There is such a thing as an honest man with a dishonest mind" (440). However, this is not damning enough, so the Looker-on recounts a story he heard from a sculptor called Boehm that might be about Count Dracula. It concerns the prime minister's eyes, which appear to have been hawklike. Gladstone was intent on putting down a Scotch professor called Blackie, who, knuckling the table as he rose to speak, had only got as far in what he had to say as "Mr Gladstone, if there is one thing--" when his tongue stumbled and he sank back into his chair in confusion.Again I
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